








Bozeman Pass, Montana Rockies 


The New North Coast Limited 


Companion of Mountains...For more The Northern Pacific Railway has just 


than a thousand miles, the majestic placed in service the newest and most 
grandeur of Rockies and Cascades ac- luxurious of passenger equipment on 
companies the North Coast Limited,de all North Coast Limited trains operat- 


luxe All-Pullman transcontinental flier. ing between Chicago and the Pacific. 


For Western travel information, address E. E. Nelson 
301 Northern Pacific Building, St. Paul, Minn. 
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In Conference 


As every salesman knows, a good 
man is hard to find in. 


“Who wouldn't look cynical, I ask 
you! After working thirty years in 
this here act, last night I get black- 
balled by the Elks.” 





stop saying 
“No to coffee— 


say Yes instead! 


“Aun,” you may sigh, “there’s noth- 
ing I’d like better than a cup of 
steaming, savory coffee, but is 
What is that “‘but’’? Has the caf- 
fein in coffee kept you awake? Has 
it affected your nerves or thrown 
your digestion out of kilter? If so, 
then here’s good news indeed! You 
can now enjoy the solace of coffee— 
without the penalty of caffein. Drink 
Sanka Coffee—genuine, delicious 
coffee with 97% of the caffein 


coffee—delicious, 
fragrant coffee! » » » 


Is Sanka Coffee delicious? Does it 
yield the same immediate sense of 
satisfaction? One single cup of Sanka 
Coffee will answer these questions 
for you—in the affirmative. For caf- 
fein never added a thing to coffee’s 
delicious flavor —never contributed 
even tothat immediate sense of satis- 
faction a cup of coffee gives. That 
comes from the cheery warmth and 
flavor of the drink itself. 

And such flavor as Sanka Coffee 
brings you! Imagine the choicest of 
Central and South American coffees 
roasted and blended to perfection. 
That is Sanka Coffee. Nothing is 
added—nothing but caffein is re- 
moved. You prepare it in exactly 
the same way as any other coffee. 
Coffee experts recognize that no 
other blend is finer—in quality or 
in flavor. 


satisfaction 
or your money back! 


Your grocer carries Sanka Coffee — 


» » » 


ground or in the bean—in pound 
vacuum packages that preserve its 


x * * 


freshness and its fragrance. He sells 
it with a guarantee of complete 
satisfaction or your money back. 

Get a pound of Sanka Coffee to- 
day. Sanka Coffee Corporation, 
1 Joralemon St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


make the night-testl 


The first time you try Sanka Coffee drink it 

at night. It won't keep you awake. Next 
morning you'll know, 
from actual experi- 
ence, that you've dis 
covered a delicious 
coffee that you can 
enjoy morning, noon 
and night—without 
regret! 


© 1930, s. c. Corp 


COFFEE 


GROUND ORIN THE BEAN 


drink it and sleep! 


Sanka Coffee is a blend of 
the choicest Central and 
South American coffees — 
from which 97% of the 
caffein has been removed. 
Sanka Coffee has been ap- 
proved by the American 
Medical Association. Thou- 
sands of physicians recom- 
mend Sanka Coffee to 
patients who can’t drink 
other coffee because of 
caffein’s effect upon their 
sleep, nerves or digestion. 
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The wide world yields its choicest 
tidbits for this box of luscious sweets ..... 


Fruits and nuts from healy, France, Hawaii, 


Turkey, Sicily, Brazil, Oregon, Texas and 
California, blended with chocolate from 
Trinidad and Venezuela — 

a world of goodness in 


Chocolate Covered 
Fruits & Nuts 
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“Won't you give your old uncle a nice, big kiss ?” 
“Yes, uncle. 


Tell Me All About It 


Mrs. SmitH: Why, how DO you do, 


Mrs. Jones! 


So you have just returned 
My, that 


must tell 


from Europe! my, isn’t 


grand! You me all about 
your wonderful trip, for I just know 
it WAS a wonderful trip, wasn’t it? 
Did you go to Venice? Tell me, DID 
you go to Venice? 

Yes, we— 


You DID? Isn’t that 
Never will I for- 


Mrs. JongEs: 
Mrs. SMITH: 
GRAND! 


Venice! 


get my trip to Venice! The canals! 


The wonderful, wonderful canals! St. 


One like Greta Garbo, or one like Clara Bow ?” 


Marks! The Lido! 
The sunshine! I 
am so glad you liked Venice, and 
Florence? Did you go to Florence? 
Well, we— 

Think of that! Flo- 
Those marvelous galleries! We 


Mrs. JONEs: 
Mrs. SMITH: 
rence! 
just walked our legs off when we were 
there, but it was simply wonderful. I 
said to my husband, “Go where you 
will, there is nothing like Florence.” 
That’s just what I told him. And did 
You MUST tell me 


about Paris. 


you go to Paris? 

EVERYTHING 
Mrs. Jones: Yes. We did go— 
Mrs. SMITH: Imagine, going to 


(4) 


Paris! Mrs. Jones, I tell you frankly, I 
would give anything in the world to 
To walk 
once more down the Rue Des Champs 
Elysées! 
the Seine! To drink in those darling 
little cafes along the streets! Maybe 
I shouldn’t say so, but I DID enjoy 
those drinks. | 


be in your shoes. Paris! 


To see the little stalls along 


My dear, here it is four 
o'clock, and I have to meet George in 
ten minutes, just MILES from here. | 
have to run, but I’m SO glad to have 
seen you and heard all about your won- 
derful trip. You must tell me more 
some time real soon. Good-bye. 
—Myra M. Waterman. 





Corner 
Have—” 


“In This 
We 


“Golden Dawn’ Winner in Cocktail 
Contest.” 


—N. Y. Times Headline. 


Mr. Thomas Buttery 
The Berkley 
London, England. 
Dear Mr. Buttery: 

| see where your “Golden Dawn,” 
consisting of one part of orange juice, 
two of Calvados gin and one of apricot 
brandy, with a dash of grenadine, won 
the International Cocktail Competition 
recently held in London. 

Was the United States represented in 
that competition, Mr. Buttery? I 
mean, if it wasn’t, I think it ought to 
be held “no contest” and drunk over 
again. We've got a couple of entries 
here we'd like to send over—I speak 
for the American people, sir—and, un- 
less you agree to hold another contest, 
after we’ve had a chance to shake up 
our contenders, we'll break every bot- 
tle of Calvados gin in America and re- 
fuse to drink your wimner. 

For example, did your jury consider 
frosted chocolate with vanilla cream at 
the trial? Was orange crush accorded 
the same treatment as whiskey sour or 
gin rickey? Those are concoctions to 
be considered in any international con- 
test, Mr. Buttery. I never saw any 
apricot brandy but, whatever it is, do 
you mean to tell me it’s better than a 
tomato juice cocktail—properly iced! 

We naturally feel that something has 
been put over on us, and if you have 
a spark of fairness in you you'll give 
your jury a bromo and re-panel them. 

Perhaps you don’t realize it, but we 
have some drinks over here that will so 
confuse your jury that they'll be out for 
ten hours and may, possibly, have to be 
locked up all night before they can 
come to a decision. 

Just hand twelve impartial men— 
tried and true—exhibit A (our Grape 
Smash), charge them to inhale the 
bouquet, to rub a few drops into the 
palm of the hand or into the roots of 
the hair. Then, and only then, will 
they be in a position to compare its 
delectable flavor with your “Golden 
Dawn” or any other concoction in the 
court room. And, if after sipping each 
exhibit—and a couple of dividends— 
they decide to pour ours down the sink 
we will take the verdict like men, and 
accept their choice, whatever it may 
be, as the world’s finest cocktail. 


-_ 


AKON 


’ 


“Well if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, our old school teacher !” 


I’m really sorry that we can’t hold 
the competition over here, Mr. Buttery, 
but, you see, there’s a law in this coun- 
try which forbids a jury from drinking 
cocktails during a trial. If it weren't 
for that fact I think I could get twelve 
men and a platter of potato chips in 
jig time, and after the trial we'd all ride 
through Central Park in a hack. 

Meantime, you might send me copies 





of all your exhibits so I'll know what 
we're up against at the new trial. | 
warn you beforehand, Mr. Buttery, look 
out for our coca-cola. You'll have to 
shake fast to beat it! 

Yours for fair play, 


Jack CLUETT. 


P. S. Can you make that Calvados 
stuff in a bathtub? J. C. 





“Well if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, our old school teacher !” 
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Modern Economics 





“| hear your country is prosperous.” 
“Never better. We've got a short- 
age of food, clothing, machinery and 
luxuries.” 


Making Politics Attractive 


One result of recent revolutions in 
South America is that several countries 
have chosen rulers to hold office for 
four years, instead of the customary 
much shorter period, life. 


Ay, There's the Rub 
“Didn’t you go down to the osteo 
path’s today?” 
“No, | was kneaded at home.” 


Orphans In The Still-y Night 


“Well if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, our old school teacher!” When a Texas moonshiner was sent 

to prison for life a Dallas banker 

arece adopted his seven children, but we 
Unnecessary — oF a oo | 
seriously doubt if making good moon | 


shine is hereditary. 


By Marcaret E, SAncster. 


Ah, why should I tell you, 
My dear, that I love you, 
That I am as constant 
As blue skies above you? 
Ah, why should I tell you 
How precious you are, 
You know that I love you— 


You have a new car! 


Ah, why should I tell you 
That you are a wonder, 
And that, at this moment, 
My heart’s lying under 
Your small satin slippers? 
Why tell you I yearn, 
My dear, to embrace you? 
You've diamonds to burn! 





Ah, why should I tell you 
The way my heart aches, 
Ah, why should I tell you 
My very soul quakes. 
Oh, how can I tell you? 
Words catch in my throat. . . 
And anyway, darling— 
You've got your mink coat ! 


Wanted—Experienced = girl for 
bacheler’s apt; must work in tights 
when company necessitates. 





—Ad. in Lancaster (Ohio) Gazette. 
“—or else—!” he hissed. “So acids upset you too. I guess our stomachs ave just alike.” 
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Disillusionment 


I worshipped from my distance, 
So young he was, so sad... 


And he’ would make his mark some day, 


} 


That brave and gallant lad! 


His slim, young arms reached eagerly 
A sullen world to woo... 
And who was I, with slower stride, 


To walk with life so new! 


|, a ee fk OD 


For months I wept in silence, 
But now my love is dead... 


He passed me in a limousine .. . 





He looked too damn well-fed! ‘ - ‘ieme @ wa 


—E. L. 
Hawan-U. S. A. By Ar! 


“Think it over, Mrs. Peebles—did Lindbergh take any 
canaries with him to Paris ?” 


Pt | 


Page Emily Post 


The aged Earl of Suffix was an ab 
sent-minded old chap. 

Often, when in conversation with 
his guests, he would forget the sub- 
ject in hand, and his friends would be 
treated to a rather embarrassing silence. 

One week-end, in particular, his fail- 
ing was more pronounced than usual. 
All evening he had been chatting with 
the beautiful Duchess of Wappinger, 
flitting from topic to topic with the 
apparent flightiness of a high-school 
flapper. The conversation finally 
hinged upon English country estates. 





“You have several fine places, I be- 
lieve,” said the Duchess. “Would you 
mind telling me where they are?” 

Unfortunately, at that moment, the 
Farl’s absent-mindedness asserted itself. N 
He sat, without answering, a silly smile 
on his face. 








The Duchess repeated Her request: 
still his grace paid no attention, simply 
nodded his head and smiled vacantly. 








Her Ladyship became flustered. Just e 
as the Earl’s wife came near them she 

raised her voice and asked the ques- 
tion a third time. 





Lady Suffix sensed the situation at a 
glance. She approached her silent hus- 
band and laid an indulgent hand on his G 
shoulder. 








“Come, dear,” she smiled. “You are 
forgetting your manors!” 
“Well if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, our old school teacher!” —D. L. Cotie. 
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Tt: I’'U bet you get many a good laugh out of this ! 





GUES 





TACTFUL 



























































French Fried—30x31% 


Tire manufacturers are experimenting with rubber 
made from potatoes. Why not make it from sweet 
potatoes, and then we could use the old inner tubes 
for chewing gum? 


Such As Inhibitions 


A Dap: Do your children come to you and tell 
you all their troubles? 
B Dap: No, there are some that don’t cost anything. 


Endurance Records 


“Coolidge Receives Congratulations On Twenty- 
Fifth Wedding Anniversary,” headlines a New York 
newspaper. Didn’t anybody congratulate Mrs. 
Coolidge? 





























Ho.p-Up Victm: 





RO Por com 


Ha, ha! 


Boys, the joke’s on you 


1 haven't got a cent on me!” 














“Well if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, our old school teacher!” 
(10) 





The Modern Dictionary 


Back biters, n. pl. The memers pres 
ent at a meeting of a social club, as dis- 
tinguished from backbitten, or absent, 
members. 


Earthworm, n. One of the most poi- 
sonous members of the worm family. 
A dozen or so of earthworms, placed in 
a jar with a little damp earth, will 
poison a man’s mind against his busi- 
ness, cause reversion to savagery, chig- 
gers, sunburn, wet feet, blisters on the 
hands, ivy poisoning, mosquito bites 
and an utter disregard for the truth. 


Jabiru, n. A very large stork found 
in tropical America. Much feared by 
the natives, as its bill is large enough 
to accommodate triplets. 


Bachelor, n. 


tive of the genus homo. 


A singular representa- 
The plural 
is formed by adding a wife and drop- 
ping the identity. 


y 
1g 


Earthling, n. An inhabitant of the 
earth. By the same method of nomen- 
clature we gather that a starling is the 
inhabitant of a star and an inkling a 
denizen of ink, while anybody that 
lived in, a dump would naturally be 
called a,dumpling. All of which illus- 
trates the simplicity of the English 
language. 


Hanuman, n. prop. The Hindu 
monkey god. The Hindu legend as- 
serts that he was the offspring of a 
monkey and the wind, which, in this 
country, would have assured him suc- 


cess in politics. —W. W. H. 















by OctoserR 2—Awake  be- 
Baird times, and reading in the 

Leonard journals the comments on 
George Russell’s radio 

speech wherein he stated that the drift 
of population to the cities made for 
race suicide, and it did seem to me that 
his critics were more concerned with 
the intellectual possibilities of the indi- 
vidual than with his capacity as a 
progenitor, and if only they had asked 
me to contribute to the symposium, I 
should have confided my willingness 
to endorse any locale which contributed 
to race suicide, being considerably fed 
up on alighting from cabs in the mid- 
dle of the street rather than at the kerb. 
Lord! I do agree heartily with Dr. 
William Lyon Phelps, who seems 
cheerfully to believe that a man is a 
man even though he has never seen 
Texas Guinan, just as I concur with 
George Jean Nathan’s wise pronounce- 
ment that a metropolis is richer in 
ideas for a man dependent on them 
than stones and a running brook. 
Which proves nothing more than Sir 
Roger De Coverley’s unprejudiced 
affirmation that there are two sides to 
every question. Perhaps it also proves 
that a woman who is deluded by a con- 
iction that happiness lies on her own 

doorstep should not read the news- 
papers or listen to the radio. Gladys 
Graystone in to see me, very tearful 
after consulting a lawyer about her 
divorce, so I gave her a beaker of rye 
whiskey, pleasantly ameliorated by bit- 
ters, orange peel and maraschino, and 
she did tell me that the barrister had 
asked her to list her complaints against 
er spouse, whereupon she reminded 
him that it would be impossible, foras- 
much as she had a hairdressing ap- 
yintment at three o'clock. To the 

matinee of “Once In a Lifetime,” a 
satire equal to anything I have met in 
English literature, and I was delighted 
n especial with two lines: “He turned 
down the Vitaphone, so he buys every- 
thing now,” and, “The whole thing 
can’t be a typographical error,” apro- 
pos of a typical motion picture review. 


Octoser 3—The telephone a-ring- 
ing early, and it was Rowland Steb- 
bins inviting me to a party to be given 
for Richard B. Harrison, who plays 


the Lord in “The Green Pastures,” 


and I did say that I would come with 





pleasure, hoping faintly that he would 
also ask the pickan‘nny that swallowed 
the wishbone. And I was suddenly 
minded of Rowland’s once telling me 
that he did not wish to hold discourse 
with anybody who had been through a 
fire, for I do feel the same about per- 
sons who have built a house or had 
what they call a “hectic” day. My 
new handkerchiefs come from Paris, 
with monograms so lovely that I do 
feel like exhibiting them to strangers 
in the street. Also a letter from C. 
Dodds, announcing formally that “ow- 
ing to the high cost of laundering those 





snippy little cocktail napkins, he has 
installed a nine-foot roller towel at the 
right of his bar.” Most of the day gone 
in clearing out the magazines and pa- 
pers which do accumulate in my dwell- 
ing like a winter’s snow, and then din- 
ner with Samuel, of a pot roast with 
dumplings, and a salad of greens and 
apricots, very fine, and so to bed, read- 
ing till the small hours in “The Garston 
Murder Case,” the best mystery story | 
have come upon in a long time, foras 
much as I was obliged to go through it 
twice to determine the legitimacy of 
the author’s deliberate subterfuge. 














“Where is the ladies’ room, please ?” 
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Life in Washington 


By Carter Frevp. 


A Presidential Playlet in two Scenes. 
One Wet Scene and one Dry. 


Scene 1—White House Executive Of- 
fice. (President sits at desk, study- 
ing chart of figures calculated to 
prove that prosperity is just sixty 
days off.) Enter AKERSON. 


Axerson: A very pleasant fat gen- 
tleman named Slaper wants to see you. 
He says if it will not interfere too 
much with the Wickersham Commis- 
sion, he would like to run for senator 
in the primary against Footman. 

PresipENtT: Why that state went 
against me in the election—it must be 
benighted. What chance does he think 
any other Republican would have 
there? 

Axerson: I think you better see 
him. Of course he won’t get any- 
where this year, but we may need him 
at the next convention. Besides, he is 
running against Footman, and you 
know how long that fellow held out 
for Coolidge at Kansas City. 

Presipent: True. The rule will 
not permit him to quote me anyhow, 
and those electoral votes may make up 
for Virginia next time. 

Axerson (at door): Mr. Slaper, Mr. 
President. 

PresipENT: I am very glad to see 
you again, sir. (Sits down and begins 
to draw maps of Cape Cod.) | hear 
that the textile industry in your state 
is to resume full operations in about 
sixty days, due to the improved tariff 
schedules which protect the American 
home. But how is the shoe industry? 

Mr. Staper: Perhaps I had better 
send my bankers to advise you about 
that, Mr. President, but what I am 
concerned about is that the Democrats 
will elect a senator in my state this fall 
if Footman gets the Republican nomi- 
nation. The folks up there are so wet 
that some of them even voted against 
you because they thought you were dry. 
But I said to myself: “Our President is 
an expert on statistics, and those of 
1928 show the Republican nominees in 
my state had better be Wet.” So 
here I am. 

PresipENT: What do you want 
to do? 





Staper: I can beat this man Foot- 
man, and can be elected, if I run 
wringing wet. But I can’t do it if the 
regular Republicans are going to say 
that Footman is the only candidate 
standing by the President. 


PresiwENT: Why, Mr. Slaper, wher- 
ever did you get the idea that I was 
backing dry candidates? I said pro- 
hibition was an experiment, noble in 
purpose. But the experiment is still 
under way, and I am hearing some dis- 
tressing things from Wickersham. 
Surely, surely, as Henry Allen would 
say about anything else, we must not 
be misled into drawing wrong conclu- 
sions from irrefutable facts. It would 
be highly improper for me to inter- 
fere in a contest between loyal Repub- 
licans, though I admit I have some- 
times doubted the loyalty of Footman. 
He seemed so disappointed after Kan- 
sas City. 


Staper (with broad grin and shin- 
ing eyes): May I tell the newspaper 
boys that you hope I will win? 

PresipeNt: I think that the best 
interests of the party and our country 
would be conserved by silence. How- 
ever, you may inform a few of your 
wet friends that I am not disturbed at 
the prospect of your state sending a 
Wet Republican to the Senate. 


Staper: Why, you are as wet as I 
am. You know this prohibition is the 
bunk. 

PrestpeENT: We must have all the 
facts before leaping to conclusions. 
Meanwhile, I wish you every success in 
restoring your state to the Republican 
column. 


Scene 2.—Same, week later. Delega- 
tion of indignant Drys, wearing 
white ribbons and Footman buttons, 
enters Executive Office. 


Presipent: I am delighted to see 
you, gentlemen. 


SpoKEsSMAN: We come to ask, sir, 
that you immediately stamp out the 
iniquity going on in our fair common- 
wealth. A person named Slaper is 
actually circulating the report that you 
are not opposed to his candidacy, and 
he sometimes even says you are as wet 
as he is. His candidacy is nothing. 


He will get but a handful of votes. 
But the report that you are for him 
comes with bad grace considering what 
we did for you in the last election. 


PresipENT (sotto voce): Not in your 
state. (Aloud): 


Gentlemen, I have 
(12) 


been studying some figures here, just 
compiled for me, that show the tre. 
mendous economic benefits of prohibi- 
tion. I may tell you, confidentially of 
course, for Mr. Stimson does not like 
me to discuss such questions publicly, 
that I have already sowed the seed 
which may result in a great advance- 
ment for OUR cause—that experi- 
ment which as I have said is so noble 
in purpose— 

SpoKEsMAN: But, Mr. President, we 
wish to discuss the report that you are 
encouraging wet candidates in wet 
states, and drys in dry states— 

PresipeNT: Gentlemen, listen to me. 
Just yesterday at a luncheon I told the 
diplomatic representatives of several 
of most benighted countries—from the 
prohibition standpoint—precisely the 
percentage of increase in purchasing 
power on the part of our working 
classes resulting from prohibition— 

SPOKESMAN: Is it true, Mr. Presi- 
dent, that you encouraged Mr. Slaper 
instead of supporting the cause of 
righteousness— 

Presipent: And I can assure you, 
gentlemen, that these foreigners are tre- 
mendously impressed. I think the 
time is ripe for your earnest efforts in 
behalf of German and French and 
Italian, not to mention British, Com- 
missions to study the economic advan- 
tages of Prohibition. 

SPpoKEsMAN: Mr. President, will you 
issue a statement favoring the candi- 
dacy of Mr. Footman— 

PresipENT: Gentlemen, I wish I had 
more time to encourage you in the 
wonderful work you are doing, with 
which I am so heartily in sympathy, 
as you know. Only yesterday, I was 
telling Ambassador Morrow how much 
I thought prohibition in Mexico would 
increase our exports to that country— 

SPOKESMAN: Mr. President, we want 
to know— 

PresipENT: At any rate, I am de- 
lighted at this opportunity to confer 
with you on the cause dearest to our 
hearts, and I am much encouraged by 
your statistics showing Mr. Footman is 
sure to win. 

SPOKESMAN: 
Mr. President? 

PresipeNt: Unfortunately, I am tied 
hand and foot when it comes to inter- 
fering in fights between Republicans. 
But after you have nominated sterling 
drys for office, you may count abso- 
lutely on me to do everything I can 
to help elect them over the advocates 
of nullification. Good day, gentlemen. 


May we quote that, 
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Man I Dined With Once 


He seemed a lonely man, he held my hand 
And whispered there were few could understand 
The dreams beneath the sadness of his eyes... . 


He cursed a world that did not realize 
His aching soul would never seek for rest 
Until he placed a Star within his breast . . . 


And here, at last, the man for whom I'd sought; 
A dream would travel far with him, I thought; 
With throbbing heart, I asked what he desired . . . 


And eould not help but laugh . . . for he aspired 
To dreams beyond my gift . . . he daily goes 
To beat the Harvard Club at Dominoes . 





ADDENDUM 
And now that he has gone away and I 
No longer laugh but sit in calm repose, 
I wonder if he'd kindly tell me why 
He thought it smart to punch me in the nose! 





“Mummie, do you spose Dollie’s old enuf yet to 
be told ’bout how the stork brought her ?” E. L. 


Like Thunder 


There’s one thing we like about the 
song, “On The Road To Mandalay.” 
It can’t be crooned. 





‘Just What I Wanted !”’ 


One of the hardest things to affect 
is an ejaculation of pleased surprise 
upon unwrapping a bridge prize. 





Fashion Hints 


How to tie a bow necktie: Walk up 
to your hostess with your necktie un- 


tied. 


Thinkers 


“Smoking a pipe,” says a writer, 
“makes a man think.” We have no- 
ticed it makes him think it is lit when 
it isn’t. 


Miss Beatrice Lamb of Columbus 
avenue, left yesterday for Canada, 
where she will hibernate with her 
daughter, Mrs. Herbert Bear, former- 
ly of this town. 


—Findlay (Ohio) Republican. 
Good Night, Ladies. “Well if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, our old school teacher!” 
(13) 
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The Rising Tide 


OVERNOR ROOSEVELT, 

backed by Alfred Smith, Mr. 

Raskob, Senator Wagner and 
Judge Foley, called Tammany to re- 
pentance at the Democratic Convention 
and adopted a platform to repeal Na- 
tional Prohibition and leave rum regu- 
lation to the states. 

The Republican platform did not go 
quite so far about rum. It would te- 
peal the Eighteenth Amendment and 
the Volstead act, but would have a 
little more federal legislation in place 
of them. 

Some Drys, apparently, will vote for 
Mr. Tuttle and possibly some Repub- 
lican Wets will prefer Governor Roose- 
velt, so that election returns may be 
quite interesting. 

The tide is running against Prohi- 


bition now and we may get rid of the 


which it has fostered, but we 
would do well to notice its large accom- 
ptishment, a good part of which seems 
likely to survive it. There is slight 
prospect and little danger that we shall 
return to what was before 1918. The 
Anti-Saloon League really accom- 
plished its job. Public opinion sup- 
ported it and it beat the saloon. Pub- 
lic opinion still supports that much of 
its program and the saloon is likely to 
stay beaten. 

\fter twelve years of experience 
with Prohibition we ought to know 
enough to make better rules about rum. 


evils 


No Doctor 


RS. STEWART, of East Orange, 

and Mr. and Mrs. Blank, of 

West Orange, are in trouble about the 
death of Mr. Blank’s daughter Hilda, 
sixteen years old, from acute appendici- 
tis. The Blanks are Christian Scien- 
tists, and Mrs. Stewart, a practitioner of 
that cult, had charge of the case of the 
daughter, which received no medical 
attention. The girl was sick two weeks 
and seems to have died reluctantly. 


The parents and practitioner will have 
attention from the grand jury of Essex 
County in New Jersey. 

There is no trouble with Christian 
Science, or not much, when it cures, 
but when it fails it makes very bad 
cases, and when one gets into the 
newspaper it deserves attention. To 
let anyone, and especially a child, die 
of appendicitis when there are doctors 
handy is lamentable, but such things 
seem liable to happen in any Chris- 
tian Science family unless they have 
sense enough to run for a doctor in 
time if they see that their dope is not 
doing the job. 

There were two hundred and odd 
thousand Christian Scientists in the 
United States four years ago and there 
are probably more now, and since the 
persuasion seems to give continuing 
satisfaction to its patrons one may infer 
that it is good for health. The kind 
of cure it does is constantly under ob- 
servation nowadays and must be in a 
progressive state. There seems to be 
no real reason why the mental healers 
and the authorized medical healers 
should not co-operate. After a sur- 
geon, for example, has done what he 
can, convalescence and _ recuperation 
may be quickened by some form of 
mental therapy. 

But these cases of children allowed to 
die when a doctor could probably have 
saved them are very bad and should be 
advertised for the sake of what pub- 
licity may do to provide a remedy for 
such tragedies. 


The New Life at Harvard 


N INTERESTING experiment is 
now beginning at Harvard. Some- 
thing like the Oxford system of resi- 
dence for undergraduates in family 
groups begins there this year. Two 
Houses, so-called, have been built, fur- 
nished and set a-going, each of them to 
shelter 300 undergraduates. The general 
purpose is apparently in the direction of 
getting the Harvard undergraduate ofl 
the street and placing him where, if so 
disposed, he will sometimes think. 

How this experiment will work out 
cannot yet be told. These Houses, 
Lowell, Dunster, and the third, Eliot, 
nearly finished, are very attractive, with 
beautiful dining halls, libraries and 
pleasant bedrooms, but how the Yankee 
undergraduate will fit into them re- 
mains to be seen. Lowell House 
opened with a burst of criticism from 
the Crimson newspaper because guests 
at the opening dinner wore dinner 
coats and sat at a raised table. 

These Houses were built with Hark- 
ness money and more of it is now go- 
ing in the same direction at Yale, and 
if the experiment is successful, it may 
modify college life and even benefit 
it in other parts of the country. But 
as one tiunks about them, the unwel- 
come thought intrudes that life in such 
residences in Oxford and Cambridge 
is appreciably lubricated by drinks, 
which at present would hardly be avail- 
able for college-controlled Houses in 
this country. —E. S$. Martin. 


“Well if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, our old school teacher!” 
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Say. “When?” 


After the honeymoon our friends 
were wonderful—they invited us every- 
where. 

“We must have you and your wife 
for dinner,” invited one who threw 
wonderful parties. 

“You must run out and see us some- 
time,” insisted a friend with a tennis 
court, Tom Thumb golf course, and a 
special recipe for punch. 

“You both must come down some 
weekend,” beamed the owner of a mar- 
velous cellar on Long Island. 

I always said, “I'd love to.” It looked 
as though we were going to have a 
wonderful time. 

But somehow we never seemed to 
get there; invitations never material- 
ized. I wondered why . My wife 
had been popular when single. Was | 
the fly in the appointment? 

I read all advertisements and tested 
myself for the usual causes of unpopu- 
larity. But even by the strictest stand- 
ards I was well above the average. I 
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“Well if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, our old school teacher !” 


could dance, play musical instruments, 
speak French—I was even one out 
of five. 

The fault was obviously with our 
friends. I formed a plan. I lurked 





“Here y’ are.” 





around the places where they were 
likely to pass. I haunted their clubs 
and stood in front of gates to suburban 
trains. Eventually one of them ran 
into me. 

“Well, well,” he shouted, cordially 
wringing my hand. “How have you 
been? And how is that charming little 
wife of yours? You must come out 
and spend the weekend with us some 
time.” 

“When?” I asked. 

He started back, amazed. I thought 
for a moment he was going to run oul 
on me. 

“When?” he echoed in a fluster. 
“Why, any time—any time at all. 
We'd be delighted to have you. Set 
your own time and just let us know.” 

I caught his arm as he started 
through the gate. 

“T can let you know now,” I assured 
him. “We're not doing anything this 
weekend. We accept.” 

He looked so cornered and alarmed 
I almost felt sorry for him. 

“Fact is, we're expecting some cous- 
ins of my wife’s this week,” he gasped. 

“How about next week, then?” | 
suggested doggedly. 

“Next week’s fine, so far as I know,” 
he said, with a trapped expression. 
“Look forward to seeing you.” 

Whether he looked forward to it or 
not, he saw us. We had a swell time 
after that; were asked everywhere— 
and went. It was just a case of real- 
izing “Here’s How!” follows “Say 
“When!” —Edward Longstreth. 
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Ana grins 


Scramble up some fun for yourself. 
Take each word given below, rearrange 
the letters in it and with the one given 
letter make up the new word which is 


defined. 
(1) Scramble crater with an e and 
get an up-to-date porch. 


(2) Scramble tinted with an s and 


get a man for your pains. 





(3) Scramble scarred with a u and 





witttn £ CrAeye : 
get a pious warrior. 






(4) Scramble diner with a uw and 
“Oh, that we two were Maying.” get used to things. 












(5) Scramble cleaning with an o 


Great Minds at Work In fifty years there will be no such and get friendly. 
thing as marriage. 
When I can afford a secretary | al- —John B. Watson. ( Answers on Page 26) 


ways try to get one with a strong char- 
acter. I look at the lines of her face. 
| like fixed rigid lines, . 
—Sherwood Anderson. 

















The drinking of Scotch, indeed, is 
fast going out. It is good riddance, 
for of all the drinks ever invented by 
man Scotch is manifestly the worst. 
Its taste is revolting to any civilized 
palate, and its effects are disgusting and 
deleterious. —H. L. Mencken. 





Pictures by Rubens in the Louvre 
showing fat ladies in a royal procession 
are worth less than fifty-five cents. 
—Arthur Brisbane. 










There are times when it is difficult 
to keep a clear and intelligent mind 
on the constructive side of the city 
government. 


—Mayor James ]. Walker. 









| don’t think I would like to be an 
old gentleman of 100 upon a remote 
Jersey farm. —Heywood Broun. 





There is better conversation and 
loftier thinking in any American jail 
than in any American college. Ask 
anyone who has seen both. 


—Michael Gold. “Well if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, our old school teacher !” 
(17) 
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‘Theatre. bY Baird Leonard 


“Mr. Gilhooley” 


HE narrator of Somerset 

Maugham’s “Cakes and Ale” 

expresses a conviction that in- 
telligent people after the age of thirty 
read nothing at all. It would seem to 
behoove them, if they are fond of go- 
ing to the theatre, to stop their literary 
indulgences at the age of twenty, for 
the current fashion is to dramatize 
novels, and the odious comparisons 
which crop up in lobbies and columns 
of criticism wear down one whose be- 
lief is that the play is the thing, 
whether it comes out of a best seller or 
an ashbin. The drama and the novel 
are two entirely different forms of ex- 
pression, and the future policy of this 
department will be to stick to what it 
sees behind the footlights, regard- 
less, beyond a mere identification, 
of any previous textual inspira- 
tion. My words in this connec- 
tion about “A Farewell to 
Arms” are herewith to be con- 
sidered eaten. 


“Mr. Gilhooley,” an adapta- 
tion by Frank B. Elser of Liam 
O’Flaherty’s novel, was so depress- 
ing, in spite of the undeniably fine 
acting of Helen Hayes and Arthur 
Sinclair (or perhaps because of their 
fine acting), that if a garden instead of 
an asphalt alley had flanked the play- 
house, many of us would have chosen 
the nearest exit on a hotfoot search for 
worms. This sordid story of a middle- 


aged man whose pity turned speedily 
to lustful love for the little drab who 
could not get his predecessor out of her 
mind, will not heighten the happiness 
of the woman with a new sable coat, 
and it will certainly deepen the dol- 
drums of the man with bad news from 


his broker. 
whose lives flow along like a song will 
wish they had gone to “Hell’s Angels” 
instead. The terrible denouément, in 
which the feckless Mr. Gilhooley 
strangles the girl, has the inevitability 
of Greek tragedy, but the difference be- 
tween the dignity of marble halls and 
the squalor of Irish interiors somewhat 
negatives the purgative function which 
Aristotle underwrote as the main pur- 
pose of lofty drama. 


Even lethargic spectators 


““Stepdaughters Of War” 


HIS is Kenyon Nicholson’s drama- 

tization of a novel by Helen Zenna 
Smith, and gives us, to my discom- 
fiture, another martial background but 
it is at least a change in that it deals 
with women who went to the front. 
These young ambulance drivers of the 
V. A. D. display bravery under bom- 
bardment, but the homeliness of their 
uniforms and the bitterness of their con- 
versation convinced me that nothing but 
a splendid case of aphasia would make 


Miss Helen Hayes and Mr. Arthur 
Sinclair in “Mr. Gilhooley.” 


life bearable for them after the armis- 
tice. Kit Evans (Katherine Alexander) 
said as much herself, grimly telling her 
lover as the curtain fell that they would 
be ghosts together. I was pleased to 
that 
virginity during the war was honestly 
admitted by these V. A. D.’s to have 
been for selfish reasons, General Per- 


mark the wholesale sacrifice of 


shing having remarked that the Ameri- 
can army’s greatest danger lay in the 
misdirected generosity of the French 
women. “Stepdaughters of War” is sin- 
cerely written and played, but it is too 
uneven to spellbind the auditor, and 
half the time the stage is so dark that 
it is difficult to see what is going on. 


(18) 


“Brown Buddies” 


CANNOT think of Hamfat (“Lit- 
tle Ferdie” Lewis) and Spider 
Bruce (John Mason) in “Brown Bud- 
dies” without bursting into audible 
laughter, so in church next Sunday | 
must fix my mind firmly on those 
things which are unseen and eternal, 
because if the vision of Spider’s inebri- 
ated antics crosses my mind, I shall 
probably be led quietly out by the sex- 
ton. “Brown Buddies” is a colored 
musical comedy, with a sufficiently 
commonplace libretto transplanting 
some Negroes from the mud flats of 
Missouri to the firing-lines in France, 
and with a score which is lively and 
tuneful but not haunting. The pace 
and pep, however, are what we have 
learned to expect from the better 
colored shows, and the dancing is 
downright exciting. Bill Robinson, 
the .greatest tap stepper in the 
world, is the star, and he has 
surrounded himself with some 
dusky hoofers who do their 
stuff with an ease and enthusi- 
asm which recalls the undeniable 
affirmation that white people have 
to /earn to dance. I enjoyed all of 
“Brown Buddies” except the love 
ditty and a mammy song which Ada 
Brown seemed to sing forever. When 
Spider, reprimanded for deficiencies in 
drill, said to the Lieutenant, “I kin see 
I ain’t gwine to suit; well, after all they 
sent for me, I never come here of my 
own accord,” and also when, ably car- 
rying his liquor by crawling on his 
hands and knees, he confided to the 
audience “I always gits this way when 
I drinks on the house,” I immediately 
broke the unwritten law requiring pas 
sivity on the part of play reviewers. 


“Bad Girl” 


F YOU are like the man who, re- 

ferring to “Anna Christie,” said 
that he was not interested in what 
happens to people who live on barges, 
you may possibly feel the same way 
about people who live in the Bronx. 
But if you are like me, and appreciate 
a plausible slice of life generously satu- 
rated with a universal human emotion, 
you will not be wasting your time at 
“Bad Girl,” the stage version of Vina 





Delmar’s widely read book, especially 
when you need not crawl along the 
overcrowded Fordham Road to meet 
its actuality, but can view it in faithful 
reproduction at the Hudson Theatre. 
True love, even if inspired by the in- 
formalities of an excursion boat and 
consummated without benefit of clergy 
—I always have thought that Shakes- 
peare should have killed off Friar Lau- 
rence instead of the delightful Mercu- 
tio, because if it hadn’t been for his 
blundering, mightn’t Romeo and Juliet 
have lived to ripe old ages? (if not, 
please don’t write in, because I don’t 
really care)—heads the list of box- 
office appeals, and procreation is some- 
thing with which the majority of us are 
concerned, one way or the other, from 
the period of adolescence. These two 


vital and complementary abstractions 
form the dual theme of “Bad Girl,” 
and the desperate adventures of Dot 
and Eddie in working them out con- 
cretely caused most of the women 
around me to sob softly at moments, 
and cynical males (who, after all, must 
once have been in bassinettes) to re- 
frain from their usual derogatory re- 
marks. That Dot and Eddie (splen- 
didly played by Sylvia Sydney and Paul 
Kelly) were two poor, bewildered 
boobs in the cheapest of installment 
plan surroundings, did not lessen my 
interest in the pathos of their situation, 
and I am minded to take back a lyrical 
denial (made in a volume advertised 
elsewhere in this issue) of that same 
wise Mr. Maugham’s statement that life 
is more significant in a delicatessen 


store than in an apartment on Park 
Avenue, and that the emotions of a 
truck driver are more subtle than those 
of a person of quality. A good word 
goes to Charlotte Wynters as Edna, 
the hard-boiled but helpful sister-in-law. 
A good word does not go, however, to 
the unnecessary shadow-scene before 
the doings in the maternity ward, and 
until it is removed I should advise all 
expectant mothers to stay away from 
“Bad Girl.” The trip home in the taxi, 
with Eddie holding the baby, is a blend 
of humor and pathos which our master 
minds in playwriting and direction 
should envy, because when you can 
make people want to laugh and cry at 
the same time, it won’t be long before 
you have a yacht, some sunken gar- 
dens, and the courtesy of the port. 


Reclining is Miss Sylvia Sidney, the “Bad Girl” at the Hudson. Hovering about are Mr. Paul Kelly, the bad girl’s husband, 
and Miss Charlotte Wynters, the designing blonde widow who comes between them—to everyone's advantage. 


(19) 





Movies. bY Tiarry Hwans 


“The Office Wife” 


HIS film should prove to be lur- 

ing fodder for people who are 

interested in the sex angle of 
office aren't we all? The 
producers no doubt expect every wom- 
an whose husband is often kept late at 
the office to storm the box office in the 
hope that she will find the answer to 
her problem. After viewing the movie 
she will quit the theatre highly enter- 
tained and greatly relieved. 

If the wife has nothing more to 
worry about than such affairs as are 
carried on by Dorothy Mackaill and 
Lewis Stone, she can go back to her 
bridge and backgammon without wast- 
ing her time doping out routines to 
keep the spouse satisfied with his bed 
and board. And if Miss Mackaill is the 
average secretary, we would like to 
have one for the office and one for the 
home. This is a bachelor speaking, in 
case some married man may envy our 
courageous frankness. 
In the course of her 
office duties, Miss 
Mackaill attends to Mr. 
Stone’s every personal 
need — suggests rest 
periods, orders his 
food, watches his diet 
—in fact every- 
thing except give him 
a massage and shoe 
shine. Mr. Stone, in 
turn, remains a_ per- 
fect gentleman through 
it all, even suggesting 
on one occasion that 
Miss Mackaill move 
out of his line of vision 
when she deliberately 
exposes her knees for 
his edification. By a 
clever line in the first part of the pic- 
ture, Dorothy’s knees are definitely 
designated as the sex element during 
office hours, so whenever you see them 
brought into play, and you really 
should, you know that passion is stew- 
ing impatiently in the offing. 

In offering a solution to this office 
problem, the producers present the one 
type of husband who is not “problem” 
conscious. Mr. Stone is so honest it 
hurts. When he finally succumbs to 
his secretary’s charms, we find that 
both immediately think of matrimony. 
The kind of husband to worry about 


life—and 


does 


is the smooth fellow who comes home 
and sits around like butter wouldn’t 
melt in his mouth after spending the 
afternoon in pleasant familiarity with 
some cute fittle stenographer who has 
no ideas about marriage but plenty of 
other good ones. 

The problem then is the old one 
about how to keep a man so interested 
at home that he will turn a blind eye 
to the gals who come into his life dur- 
It is pretty well 
agreed that a great many men are go- 
ing to look in spite of the devil, and in 
case the husband is the type who looks 
and wants to touch, it would seem to 
this observer that the wife might pre- 
fer to have her man playing around a 
bit at the office with a girl like Miss 
Mackaill rather than watch him work 
off the excess affection on one of her 
friends at parties under the tag of 
good clean fun. 

“The Office Wife” is good entertain- 
ment, but don’t expect it to wise you 


ing working hours. 


RB FoUEe” 


Wire: And I think I'll give your typist some silk underthings— 


what size does she wear? 


up about sex in the office. The ques- 
tion still remains, “Does a husband 
kept at the office mean that his secre- 
tary is kept?” 


““Madam Satan” 


HENEVER a motion picture 

company hasn’t a plot on hand 
and wants to make a “super-special” 
they send for Cecil de Mille, and he 
proceeds to put on an extravagant spec- 
tacle that is calculated to fill the eye so 
full of gold and silver and jewels and 


(20) 


undressed women that there is no time 
to be diverted long enough to wonder 
when the story begins. Mr. de Mille is 
truly the Barnum of the movies, and if 
you like circuses “Madam Satan” may 
entertain you highly. 

There is, of course, a story with this 
picture, and in case you may overlook 
it when you see the film, we will speak 
of it. This should merit your consid- 
eration as we spent three sleepless 
nights of research in order to, first: be 
convinced that there is a story, and, 
second: to dope out the idea behind it. 
“Madam Satan” is about sex. It seems 
that a wife has failed to make her hus- 
band happy and he seeks, er—you 
know what, elsewhere. Suddenly the 
wife realizes where she has failed, so 
before you can say “scat” she changes 
her entire personality. From a well- 
mannered, genteel and thoroughly nice 
person, she suddenly bursts forth as a 
dynamic, pulsating creature complete 
with French accent, singing voice and 
heaving bosom. There 
is a masquerade party 
given on a dirigible. 
Trust Mr. de Mille to 
be the first to throw a 
party on a dirigible. 
The lady masks, and 
by means of the 
French accent, or may- 
be it is the heaving 
bosom, completely 
fools her husband, 
This will give you 
some idea of how little 
time he has_ been 
spending at home, 
Then comes the storm 
—the dirigible breaks 
loose from the moor- 
ing mast and is 
wrecked in true De 
Mille splendor. These scenes are spec- 
tacular but never dramatic because of 
the wise cracks that are interspersed 
with the falling steel girders, and 
the efforts of the passengers to be 
comical as they leap for their lives in 
parachutes. 

The featured players are Kay John- 
son, Reginald Denny, Roland Young 
and Lillian Roth. There are forty 
other members of the cast 
sufficiently well known to merit men- 
tion in the program ... and every- 


body works hard. 


who are 








NEW YORK—A Greek who 
changed his name to Thomas Ander- 
son two years ago, now wants it 
changed back to the original. He says 
his friends are passing him up and his 
business is suffering. His original name 
was Athanassious Arnadopoulos. 


SIOUX CITY, IOWA—Police were 
certain that the Idlehour Inn had a bar. 
In fact an officer had seen the bar with 
customers leaning on it, but although 
they raided the Inn time after time, 
they could find no bar, until they found 
that the bar and the customers were all 
on a freight elevator, which could be 
raised or lowered out of sight. 


WOOSTER, O.— Sheriff Clark 
Shearer and two deputies went to the 
wilds of Wayne county after a still. 
They came back to Wooster with tales 
of having been chased by a snake eight 
feet long and as big around as a five- 
gallon jug. It is generally believed that 
they found the still. 


BIRMINGHAM—Will Little, Ne- 
gro, is looking at Birmingham from 
behind the bars, charged with making 
the worst homebrew that Jack Greener, 
official court taster, has ever discovered. 


MULBERRY, ARK.—Mrs. Rounah 
Turner, who just turned eighty-three, 
declares she is so spry because “these 
newfangled love stories can keep any- 
one young. They make me feel like 
starting all over again,” she declared. 


CHICAGO—Harry Olson had his 
automobile stolen, so he signaled pass- 
ing cars for a ride. A cheery, kind- 
hearted soul offered him a lift, so 
Olson rode with him until they were 
stopped by a traffic light. Then Olson 
called a policeman and had the kind 
driver arrested, for the car was Olson’s 
stolen one. 


NEW YORK—A local tailor built a 
miniature golf course in his back yard, 
and permits his customers to play gratis 
while their suits are being pressed. He 
also furnishes white shorts for them to 
wear while they go around the course. 


MANITOWOC, WIS.—Housewives 
as well as ship captains can now benefit 
by the persistent bellow of the foghorn 
in the local harbor. 

The distracting noise has been dis- 
covered to be a useful time signal by 
Miss Florence Daunton, city librarian, 
who has advised women that four 
sounds of the horn will mark the time 
necessary to boil an egg. 


PITTSBURGH—Joseph Cue and 
Charles Matthews met on September 2. 
They shook hands. Dawned there an 


idea—call it one, anyway. Each bet 
the other he could shake hands the 
longer. At the end of the 383d hour 
they quit on the advice of a physician. 
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TOLEDO, O.—Toledo’s thieves are 
going in for the finer things of life. 
Sheet music valued at $400 was stolen 
from an orchestra conductor. The same 
day, J. H. Davis, a piano tuner, missed 
his automobile. It contained all his 
tuning instruments. The car was re- 
turned but the instruments still are 
missing. 


BOSTON—A bill in equity has been 
filed in Suffolk Superior Court here to 
enjoin Mathilde Van Rynde, of Revere, 
from “making faces at the plaintiff,” 
Angelina Binda, of the same city. 


And Abroad 


OBERAMMERGAU—The Passion 
Play management reports a net profit 
of about a half million dollars for the 
season. Alois Lang, the Christus, re- 
ceived nine hundred and fifty-five dol- 
lars for his share—twelve dollars per 
performance. 


PRAGUE—Abraham C. Ratshevsky, 
the American Minister to Czecho- 
Slovakia, started on a “good will tour” 
here. The first place he visited was 
the Pilsen Brewery. 


fe Zia 


PARIS — Auguste Michallon, es- 
teemed local citizen, tried vainly for 
over an hour to get a number on the 
telephone. He finally became enraged, 
rushed out into the street, and shot the 
first three persons he met. 
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Wall Street Ghosts. 
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| LIFE’S TICKET SERVICE 


How Lire readers can get good 
orchestra seats at box-office prices 


to all shows on this page indicated 
by 
See Page 26 


stars. 








Lusted in the order of their openings) 


j 
Plays 
*Srricrty DisHonorasite. Avon. $3.85—En- 
tertaining sex comedy. 
&Tue Green Pasrures. Mansfield. $4.40— 


Mare Connolley’s prize play revealing the 
Scriptures as they seem to the oldfashioned 
rky. 
kLysisrrata. Forty-fourth Street. $5.50—Mag- 
ificent production of the Aristophanes 
comedy in which the Grecian women had 
such a big idea for ending war. 


®Lapies Att. Morosco. $3.00—A gay Lo- 
thario hits Westport, and meets, most «hi 
vertingly, his match. 

*®Dancinc Partner. Belasco. $3.85—Sat. Hol. 
$4.40—An English bud falls for a taxi- 
dancer, who fortunately turns out to be a 
lord. Very slight, but it has Henry 


St phenson. 
*Tue Nintu Guest. Eltinge. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—Mystery play with a hieh and ex- 
citing death rate. 
®&Torcu Sotc. Plymouth. 
of a drummer and a 


$3.85—The romance 
Salvation Army lass, 


with a swell second act. 

*Up Pops THe Devir. Masque. $3.00—A 
Greenwich Village comedy which is full of 
carty laughs. 


cCionfidential CGuide 


*Tue Last Mite. Ambassador. 
Hol. $3.85—Effective drama 
prison mutiny. 

*®Tur Up Axv Up. Biltmore. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—Dull and noisy doings amongst the 
lower speakeasies and bookmakers. 

®Tuar’s Grarirrupe. John Golden. 
Frank Craven in an excellent 
acteristic small-town comedy. 


Wiru 
®SyMPHONY 


$3.00—Sat. 
based on 


93.85— 
and char 


Priviceces. Vanderbilt—Unimportant. 


IN Two Furats. Shubert. 93.0% 
Hokum pathos upstairs, with terrible comic 
relief 

*®Tue Greexs Hap A Worp For Ir. H. 
Harris. $3.85—Sat. Hol. $4.40—Three kept 


below. 


Sam 


ladies pull some hilarious lines. 
®FrRankic Anp Jounnit. Republic. $3.00— 
Sat. Hol. $3.85—Police interference didn't 
seem to help this one. 
Sreppinc Sisters. Forrest—Rumor has it 


that the tickets for this are largely compli 
mentary. 
®Once In A Lirerime. Music Box. $3.85— 
Sat. Hol. $4.40—A superb satire on the 
motion picture industry. Best thing in 
town. 


®One, Two, Tyree. Henry Miller’s. $4.40— 
Two amusing skits by Molnar, with Ruth 
Gordon and Arthur Byron. 
*®Mrs. Moonuicut. Charles Hopkins. 
Whimsical adventures of a lady 
at 25 years for 3 generations. 
WNine Tit Six. Ritz. $3.00—Behind th 
scenes in a fashionable London dressmaking 
establishment, with Auriol 
petent cast. 
*®Bap Girt. Hudson. 


>4.40— 
who stays 


Lee and a com 


$3.00-—Sat. Hol. $3.85— 
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In “Srrictty DisHONORABLE.” 


William Riccardi, Margaret Perry, Charles Richman, 
Tullio Carminati. 








Moving dramatization of Vina Delmar 
book, with one 
highly unnecessary 
scene. 

Civic. Reperrory 
THtarre—Eva Le 
Gallienne opens 
her fifth season. 

®STEPDAUGHTERS Or 


War. Em pire— 


Notice later. 


MARIGOLD. Forty 
Street—No 





ninth 
later. 


tice 
Musical 


*®Fiyinc Hicu. Apol- 


lo. $5.50—This hit 
is in its second 
year. 

Garrick Galeries. 


Guild. $3.00—The 
fall edition of this 
refreshing revue. 


WEary 
VANITIES. 
Amsterdam. 
—Girl 
big scale, with a 
fine patine of smut. 


*Hor Ruyrum. Wal- 
dorf. $3.00—All- 
colored revue, well 
described by _ its 
title. 


CaRROLL’s 
New 
$6.60 


show on a 


¥®Seconp Littte Suow. 
Royale. $4.40—Sat. 
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Hol. $5.50. Only fair, but it has one 
song hit. 

WNina Rosa. Majestic. $5.50—Generously en 
dowed operetta, with good score and 
a thick plot. 

®Fine Anp Danpy. Ervlanger’s. $6.60—Jox 
Cook's new one, and you must pot mis 
it. 

*®Brown Buppies. Liberty. $3.00—Sat. 1 
$3.85. Negro musical comedy. Not 
later. 


Records 


Brunswick 


“Tue Kiss Wattz” (Movie—Dancing Sweet- 
ies) and 


Go Home Ano Tect Your Morner” (Morte 


—Love In The Rough)—Nick Lucas in his 
crooning version of two current hits. You'll 
probably wear out the first number befor 


you give the other side a chance. 


“Froccy Borrom” and 

‘Corky Stomp’’—Andy Kirk and His Twelve 
Clouds Of Joy. Recommended to thos 
with a flare for rhythm and a yen for 
stomp” music and bluesy piano playing. 

\ tctor 

Wasn't Ir Nice” and 

lia Be Buue Jusr Tainkinc Or You"— 
Aileen Stanley cooing and obligatoing in 
characteristic manner. 

Sittin’ On A Ratnsow” (Movie—Call Of 
The West)—Johnny Johnson and His Or 
chestra playing a swell number that ha 
been neglected or overlooked by other youn 
orchestras. Male trio featured. and 

“In My Heart Ir’s You Bernie Cummin 
ind His New Yorker Hotel Orchestra, with 
Walter Cummins singing the chorus. Fair 
entertainment, 

Columbia 

“Since TuHey’reE Att PrLayinc MINIATURE 
Gor’ —Eddie Walters providing amusing 


entertainment with a novelty song—and an 
accompaniment that is worthy of comment. 


and 

“Go Home Anp Tect Your Morner”’—Eddic 
again. Just one of the fitty-seven ways 
you're liable to hear this number. 

“Tt Strict Get A Turitt TxHinxinc Or You” 
and 

“Iusr A Lirrte Dance Mam’secite”—Guy 
Lombardo and His Royal Canadians. Thi 


» orchestra plays such attractive arrangements 
with faultless rhythm that 
forgive the vocal solos which need attention 
regarding pitch. 


almost we can 


Sheet Music 


It's A Great Life If You Don’t Weaken 
(Movie—Play Boy Of Paris) 
“Us And Company” (No show) 
“Give Me Back My Heart” (Symphony In 
Two Flats) 
“After All, You're All I’m After” (No show) 
“When Skies Are Grey, I’m Blue” (No show’) 
“My Northern Light” and 
“T'll Follow The Trail” (Movie—The Lottery 
Bride) 
(Continued on Page 29) 


Our Foolish Contemporartes 




















A True ArtTIST. 


Recent Arrivat: Why is that man always doing that? 
Oruer: OA, that’s the local sun-bathing champion—he's doing 


the soles of his feet now! 


Mrs. Gee: William, how do you 
suppose those dozens and dozens of 
empty bottles got into our cellar? 

Mr. Gee: I’m sure I don’t know, 
love. I never bought an empty bottle 
in my life. —Philadelphia Bulletin. 

We hear that one of the hazards at 
the midget golf-course at the Audito- 
rium in Chicago is a machine-gun bar- 
rage. —Punch. 


Eater: Waiter, are you sure this is 
young chicken? 

Waiter: Sure! Didn’t I tell you it 
was spring chicken? 

Eater: Quite right! But what 
spring, please? —Detroit News. 

\ Chicago man proposes to run 
round the world, Who can blame him? 

—Passing Show. 


How can a gangster be decent when 
he must do business with the kind of 
prominent citizen who would do busi- 
ness with a gangster? 

—Publisher’s Syndicate. 


A religious magazine has been print- 
ing a symposium in which a number 
of clergymen declare that it is useless 
to pray for rain. Perhaps that pro- 
cedure is a little old-fashioned. When 
people need rain, they prefer to write 
to their congressman. 


—Spokane Spokesman-Review. 


Mortuer: Why do you play with all 
those rough boys? Why don’t you play 
with the nice little boys? 

Son: Their mothers won’t let me. 

—Lustige Blaetter, Berlin. 





—London Opinion. 


“Two good aids to health,” says a 
doctor, “are to swim regularly and 
drink plenty of water.” To ensure the 
most gratifying results, of course, these 
should be done separately. 

—Humorist. 


Guerst: What! Out of all the dishes 
in the menu you can only offer me sau- 
sages and mashed? What on earth are 
all the others down there for? 

Waiter: To encourage the appetite, 
sir. —Nagels Lustige Welt, Berlin. 











ANGLER (dejectedly): The fish have 
stopped biting. 

Ditto (disgustedly): Yes. I suppose 
they’ve gone out to lunch. 
—Answers. 


“Jackie, didn’t your conscience tell 
you not to do that?” 

“Yes, mummy, but you said I must 
not believe all I hear.” 
—Hummel, Hamburg. 


Examiner: If you found a patient 
suffering from typhoid, what would 
you do? 

CanpipaTe: Call you into consulta- 
tion. 

ExaMINER: Very good, you have 
passed, —Nebelspalter, Zurich. 


THe AutuHor: I can write a book in 
a month, but I can’t sell it in five years. 
Tue Critic: Perhaps if you wrote 
the book in five years you might be 
able to sell it in a month. 
—Outspan. 


Hovusewire: Ruined by the war? 
And how has the war ruined you? 

Tramp: Well, it’s made people 
stingy—ever since it ’appened no one’s 
'ardly ever given me anything. 

—London Opinion. 

Huspanp: The potatoes are only 
half cooked. 

Brive: Then eat the half that is 
cooked. —Buen Humor, Madrid. 











AFFABLE PassENGER: Your husband's a poor sailor, I believe! 
Imposinc Ditro: Indeed he’s not—he’s a rich produce merchant. 
—Bulletin, Sydney. 
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Boca Grande is a delightful 
island colony situated between 
Charlotte Harbor and the Guif. 


Announcement of the Opening.... 


HOTEL CHARLOTTE HARBOR 
USEPPA INN 
GASPARILLA INN 


The Hotel Charlotte Harbor in Punta Gorda 
on the West Coast of Florida will open on January 
first. Golf over the hotel’s own 18 hole course, 
swimming in the great pool that fronts the 
hotel, tennis, trapshooting, hunting, fishing, 
boating and dancing, are the feature attractions. 
Address Peter Schutt, Manager, Hotel Charlotte 
Harbor, Punta Gorda, Florida, for reservations 
or further details. 


Useppa Inn, on Useppa Island, off the Gulf 
Coast of Florida, also will open January first. 
At this unique resort tarpon fishing, golf, bathing 
and tennis may be enjoyed. Write to J. F. Vallely, 
Manager, Useppa Inn, New York Office, 220 
West 42nd Street, New York City. 





On the tenth of January, Gasparilla Inn, at Boca 
Grande, Florida (Gulf Coast), will open for the 

ag Pe coming season. A new 18 hole golf course will 

pleasure of = be ready for use; and as always, the splendid 

nn’s guests. beaches will be in high favor. Tennis and fishing 
(in wide variety) will be enjoyed. Write to 
Gasparilla Inn, New York Office, 220 West 42nd 
Street, New York City, for reservations, booklet 
or further details. 























AUTOMATIC HEAT 
. . . with 
an EXTRA ROOM 














HERE is an extra room in your home 

waiting for you to use. Your base- 

ment can become a livable room— 
suitable for a playroom, den, workshop, 
gymnasium or any other use. 


There is no soot, no dirt, no fuel storage, 
no ash removal, no noise. Ideal Gas 
Boilers burn noiselessly, cleanly and 


efficiently. And they automatically keep | 


your home at just the temperature de- 
sired without any attention from season's 
beginning to season's end. 


IDEAL 
GAS BOILERS 





Ma.l the coupon below for a free folder that 


will tell you all about Ideal Gas house heating. | 














GAS UTILIZATION DEPARTMENT 


AMERICAN RADIATOR COMPANY 
Division of 


AMERICAN RADIATOR & STANDARD SANITARY CORPORATION 


40 West 40th St., New York 





Name— 
Address — 


rn. State 
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Winners of Lire’s Cross Word 
Picture Puzzle No. 58 
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The go-getting sandwich man, 
Eli I. Butler, 
660 Colony Street, 
Meriden, Conn, 
For explanation: Utilizing the advertising 


value of bare figures. 


Tom Yahner, 
1120 East 64th St., 
Chicago, Ill. 
For explanation: He gets his ad illustrated 


free. 


Mrs. Adele C. Higgins, 
96 Park Drive, 
San Anselmo, Calif. 
For explanation: He has a nose for nudes. 





Robert McCaffery, 
3309 Fenton Avenue, 
Bronx, N. Y. 
For explanation: Canvassing for his em- 
ployer's product in an inactive but interest- | 
ing market. 


Myron E. Wilkes, 
428 Powers Bldg., 
Rochester, N. Y. 
For explanation: Display Advertising. 





For busy men and women—Abhott's Bitters. a delightful 
tonic and invigorator 5c sample Abbott's Bitters for 25¢ 
Write Abbott's Bitters. Baltimore. Marviand 


Answers to Anagrins 
On Page 17 


Terrace. 
Dentist. 
Crusader. 
Inured. 
Congenial. 


ee ee ee 
ee ee ee ee” 


Jie Ww N 


Ina Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT = EASE 


On reading of a golfer who hit his 
ball into a stream and killed a fish, 
we feel bound to point out the danger 
of allowing golf and fish-stories to 
overlap. 





—Punch. 
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Lire’s 
Ticket Service 


*%We render this service without profit sole- 
ly in the interest of our readers. 

*%If you are going to be in New York, 
Lire’s Ticket Service will not only save you 
money but an extra trip to the box-office 

Good seats are available for attractions 
indicated in the Confidential Guide by STARS 
and at PRICES noted. 

All orders for tickets reach Liv: 


Office at least seven days before date of per- 


must 
formance. Check for exact amount must be 
attached to each Purchase Order. 

Receipt will be sent to purchaser by return 
mail. This must be presented at the box-office 
on the evening of the performance. 

* * * 

IN ORDER TO KEEP TICKETS OUT Of 
THE HANDS OF TICKET SCALPERS 
SEATS WILL BE HELD AT THE BOX-O! 
FICE AND WILL NOT BE RELEASED UN 
TIL AFTER EIGHT O'CLOCK ON THI 
NIGHT OF THE PERFORMANCE. 

In selecting attractions, purchasers are asked 
to name two alternative choices of shows with 


each selection, in case Lirr’s quota of seats 


for that performance is exhausted. Remit 
tance will have to cover the cost of the highest 
priced seats requested. Any excess amount 


will be refunded. 
* * 

Lire will be glad to make appropriate s¢ 
lections for purchasers if they will indicat 
with order the type of show preferred an 
remit amount to cover top prices. Any exces 
amount will be refunded. 

NO ORDERS FOR SATS TAKEN OVER 
THE TELEPHONE. 

* *« @ 

NO MONEY REFUNDED ON ORDERS 

WITHOUT SEVEN DAYS’ NOTICE 








Lire’s TICKET SERVICE 
60 East 42nd St., New York City 


Purchase Order 


Dear Lire 
I want tickets for the following shows: 


eee eee wees 


(No. Seats) 


(Date) 





oe eee eee eee eee ee ee ee 


(Address) 
Oe > a eee eee: Enclosed 
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Life in Society 


Mrs. Robert Rogers was a luncheon bridge hostess at 
the Autumn meeting of the Westchester Biltmore Steeple- 
chase Association. She stumbled over a bridge lamp and 
had to be destroyed. 





Discomtesse Salignac d’Auprez-Ferronier is expected on 
Friday from Paris and will join her mother, Mrs. Kate 
O'Leary, in the Bronx. 





Mr. and Mrs. James P. Hitterly have returned from their 
country home. They will visit Hot Springs, Va., for a 
bath before opening their New York home. 





Mr. and Mrs. Owen N, Day 3rd have moved into their 
town car for the winter. 





Mrs. Walter Willis will give a dance on Jan. 2 at the 
Ritz-Carlton to introduce her daughter who needs no 
introduction. 





Mr. and Mrs. Henry T. Moorhead will close their coun- 
try home, “The Gables,” to become the guests of Mr. and 
Mrs. Harvey Foster at their country home, “The Gables.” 





The exodus to Palm Beach will soon be in full swing 
and, already, private Pullman cars and steam yachts are 
being sought out and dusted off for the journey Southward. 





Mrs. Charles Francis Prichard has spent the last two 
weeks rowing around Larchmont harbor looking for her 
yacht. She’s sure she has one because she has a bill for 
brass polish on her desk and a pair of rubber soled shoes 
in her closet. When asked what it looks like she replied: 
“I've never seen it—I’ve only heard it whistle.” 





Mrs. Preston Pope Hartford got all the way to Palm 
Beach and then suddenly remembered she’d leased her 
villa to Mr. Caleb Bagg for the Winter. She turned 
around and went to St. Moritz in a huff. As long as she 
can’t carry a parasol she’s going to skii. 





The spot on the beach in front of the Casino where Otto 
Selegman usually toasts himself is occupied, this season, 
by a dead starfish, a bunch of seaweed and the east end 
of a horseshoe crab. 





Countess Herman Therr-Schloss, who is not included 
in the Dawes Plan, arrived on the Europa and is at the 
Vanderbilt Hotel. 





Mr. and Mrs. Vail Meade Campbell Jr. will sail today 
on the Aquitania. Mr. Campbell before his marriage on 
Saturday was a bond salesman. 





Mr. and Mrs. Lawrence Emmons have sailed from the 
Barclay for their apartment at 936 Park Avenue. 





Mrs. Emerson Luther of 940 Park Avenue happened 
to discover on page 18 of the Herald-Tribune that she has 
been entertaining Mr. and Mrs. H. W. Bigelow of Wash- 
ington for several days. 





Mrs. John Blaine Otis is returning from Europe on 
the Resolute, due Monday, with a note on the Bankers 
Trust Company, due Wednesday. —Jack Cluett. 





A new conception in shoes zB 


por Gentlemen . 


Perfect fit from the first 
step, distinguished style 


to the last. 





must BE 
we reo PERFECTLY 


ANd gTVLE #8 FIT 






















NINETY PERCENT 
0 











L; IERE are 


certain qualities 











F ootsave rs 


smart exterior 








one expects in 
Footsavers. The 
refinements of 
custom designing. The ele- 
gance of imported leathers. And 


style of unquestionable taste. 


But the all-day-long comfort of 
Footsavers is a surprise. How 
ean a shoe of such splendid 
appearance give such buoyant 
support to every step—fit so 


accurately, yet so restfully? 


Because It is the only shoewith 
The Saving V” and what a dif- 
ference that makes! Beneath 








Cy Whe Parku ing iy? 


lies this new sci- 
entific construc- 
tion insuring 
next-to-Nature fit from the 
first step. Result—distinguish- 
ed style. Style that is built in 
—style that stays in. 
Footsavers are priced at $12 to 
$14. May we send youa folder 
of the newest Fall styles ? Ad 
dress Commonwealth Shoe & 
Leather Co.—makers of 
Bostonians, Shoes for Men — 
Whitman, Mass. 
Footsavers made by Julian & 


Kokenge, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


y , 
W omens 


HAF OOTSAVERS@ 


THE ONLY SHOE WITH THE SAVING V "abs 







YOU 





KNEW 




































an old friend. 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
60 East 42nd Street, New. York 


Dear LIFE: 


of verse, “Simple Confession.” 


began making friends in LIFE 
for Baird Leonard years ago. 


Lately you’ve watched the theatre through her eyes. And now 
LIFE is glad to offer you her new book, 


SIMPLE CONFESSION 


“Who seeks for pearls must dive below, 

So, since man’s reach exceeds his clutch, 
I simply sing of what I know, 

Which isn’t much.” 


Thus opens the first collection of Baird Leonard’s verse. 
And time after time this modest warning is belied. For 
between the black and gold covers of ‘‘Simple Confession”’ 
there is crowded all the feminine philosophy, the merry 
cynicism, and the lively 
and substance of woman’s sojourn in the world of men. 


charm that make up the sum 


Read SIMPLE CONFESSION and have new fun with 


Here is my dollar and a half for which please send me Baird Leonard’s first collection 




















(Name) 








(Address) 





R. v. R. THe Lire anp Tres of 
REMBRANDT VAN Rijn, by Hendrik 
William Van Loon. Horace Liveright, 
$5. No need to ask Who's van 
Looney now, after reading this gigantic 
book—240,000 words, mostly solid, 
with elegant ills. by the author. New 
York old and new has produced many 
imaginary characters; this one is the 
most amazing. October choice, Liter. 
ary Guild. Good stuff as far as we 
got. 

Mrs. Sicourney, by Gordon S. 
Haight. Yale University, $3. A de- 
licious study in Ye olde Yankee senti- 
mentality, the subject being the sweet 
singer of Hartford, who apparently 
was the first (long before H. G. Wells) 
to exclaim “Up comes the dawn.” 
What Poe wrote about her, what she 
did to the Carlyles, her poetry—it’s all 
hard to believe now. And now her 
“Dying Infant” has come to life again. 


GoopsyE To Western Cucture, by 
Norman Douglas. Harper & Bros., $3. 
It’s nonsense to dismiss this book as 
irresponsible pessimism (as some 
have). These dirty digs of Douglas at 
his native land (and others) are not 
only highly amusing but well worth 
saying. What he says about India 
should be read in connection with 
Maurice Dekobra’s Perrumep Ticer 
(Brewer, $3.50) equally reckless and 
more indelicate. They make a good 
pair of keen-comedy travellers, sparing 
nothing, never dull. 


Saint JoHnson, by W. R. Burnett. 
Dial Press. $2. The author of the stac- 
cato dialogue of his Little Caesar, here, 
in much the same vein, carries us back 
to an Arizona mining town of the ‘Sos. 
His idealized roughneck and brother 
love, though not quite convincing, 
make undeniably vivid, rapid reading 
and the story as a whole leaves one 
reminiscently comfortable. 


Mosaic, by G. B. Stern. Alfred A. 


. Knopf, $2.50. Such an admirable 


writer should be willing to make the 
construction of her book a little sim- 
pler, so many family characters and 
chronological hop-skips putting a tax 
on memory. But Berthe, main charac- 
ter, dominates from London in 1880 
onward, gathering force. Distinguished 
delineation of a continental double 
family—what doings! 
—Thomas L. Masson. 
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tels for Dining and Dancing 





C—(Cover Charge) 
* (Must Dress) 







Ampassapor GREEN Room, Park at sist. No 
cover. Harold Stern's orchestra. 

\sror Roor, Broadway at 44th. C(after 9 
o'clock) $1.00. Myer Davis Orchestra. 

Bi_rmoreE Cascapes, Madison at 43rd Street. 





C(after-9:30) $1.00 week-days; $2.00 Sat- 
Bert Lown’s Orchestra. 









urdays. 

McAtpiIn Roor, Broadway at 34th Street. 
($1.00 week-days; $1.50 Saturdays, Eddie 
Lane’s Orchestra. 

Nriw YorRKER TERRACE ReEsTAuRANT, 8th Ave. 





4th. C(after 10 o'clock) $1.00 week- 
$2.00 Saturdays. Kay Kyser and his 
estra. 





Centrat Roor, 7th Ave. at 55th. C(atter 
week-days; $2.50 Saturdays. 
Don Bigelow Orchestra. Dances by Easter 
| Hazelton. 
‘sYLVANIA Roor, 7#h 
week-days; 
Spitalny orchestra. 


Park 






0) $1.00 







Ave. at 33rd. C(atter 
Saturdays, $2.00. 





D1.00 








Ritz CarLTon Roor, Madison at 46th. No 
cover. Ritz Orchestra. 
RooseveLT Gritt., Madison at 45th. Dinner 





supper dancing. Guy Lombardo. Cover 
rge after 10 o'clock. 

Recis Roor, 5th Ave. at 55th. C$2 (af- 
Vincent Lopez orchestra. 
Dances by Veloz and Yolanda. 






ba 





10 o'clock) 
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Rapto ANNouncER (absently): 
hope you enjoyed the program—this is 


Abner Neep signing off for Station 
QEEK, the Perry Portable Pancake 
Co.’s Station in Perrysville. 








A WINTER 
PARADISE FOR 
SPORT LOVER 


The soft air has a cadence woven by 
the rustling pines as you wake in your sunlit bedroom 
and look forward to a new day of delight. Sport 
calls you to the smooth golf fairways, so cleverly 
trapped ...or the zest of tennis...or a friendly 
_——* through pine-scented woods... or the dash 
of polo...and other sports. How hospitably } rou 
are received in the luxurious Carolina. And it’s so 
easy* to reach Pinehurst! 

For reservations or new, beautifully illustrated 
booklet, address General Office, Pinehurst, N. C. 
CAROLINA HOTEL OPENS OCT. 27 —SPECIAL RATES IN NOVEMBER 
F *Only 1434 hours from New York on the 

special through train + ay ge 


Leave N . at 6:40 ; arrive 
Pinehurst 9:25 A. M 














‘Bele 25 8S See Kaa, 
SHOOTING—-POLO-RIDING 


| 








| “Mummy, when did the stork bring Dr. Borrte: How is your patient 
me to you?” doing since his operation? 
“On the fifteenth of May!” Dr. Knire: Fine. I think he can 
“How funny. On my birthday.” ifford another before the year is out. 
—Lustige Kélner Zeitung, Cologne. —Answers. 
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The finer things 


MODERNITY and beauty 
are graciously combined 
at Chalfonte-Haddon 
Hall by the sea. or 

Coime for a day, ora ail 
week, or a year. Enjoy ean 
the salt sea air. Good 
food. Rest in the sun on 
the Ocean Deck. Bathe 


in the clear, bright sea. 





Have tea to the strains of 
Boccherini. In the back- 
ground is an informality 





and a friendliness that 
makes every minute of formation. There is a 


your stay a pleasure. Motoramp garage. 


American and European Plans 


Chalionte-Haddon,! 


ATLANTIC CITY 


LEEDS AND LIPPINCOTT COMPANY 


»Hall 











Among the Requisites 


When your Son or Daughter 
goes to College. 


include a Subscription to 


Life 












As a preventive of homesickness it is unequalled. A 
good, hearty laugh each week dissipates the blues, and 
Lire has a Laugh on every page. Try it fora half | 
year, or, Obey That Impulse, and for a trial trip, 
avail yourself of our 


Special Offer 


Enclosed find One Dollar (Foreign $1.40). 
Send Lire for the next ten weeks to 








LIFE, 60 East 42nd Street, New York 


Qne Year $5 Foreign $6.60 
LF2 














Fifteen Minutes A Day 


Thoughts of a quiet evening and a good book. The 
cosy wing-back chair. The well-adjusted reading lamp. 
The favorite author. The book. The pipe. 

The tobacco at the other end of the room. The safari. 
The return to the chair. The lighter in the bedroom. 
The pilgrimage. 

The settling in the chair. The opening of the book. 
The fascinating characters. The flashing intrigue and 
danger. The uncut page. 

The quest for a paper-cutter. The attempt to use a 
pencil. The two mutilated pages. The pair of ‘scissors, 
The return to the wing-back chair. The recovery of the 
pipe from the table. The chair again. Memories of play- 
ing “Prisoner’s Base.” 

Retrieving the thread of the story. The peril and alarm. 
The suspense. The ringing of the doorbell. The package 
for the family next door. The return to the chair. The 
loud speaker somewhere nearby. 

The sudden silence. A picture being hung in the apart- 
ment next door. The bath being drawn in the —— nt 
above. The breath being drawn in the wing-back chair. 
The uncensored exhalation. 

The telephone bell. An unknown voice asking, “Is that 
you, darling?” The curt, unromantic reply. The return 
to the book. 

The telephone bell. The saccharine voice, “Were you 
calling a number? The emphatic denial. The blithe- 
some request to “excuse it, please.” The colorful refusal. 
The broken commandment. 

The recovery of the book from the floor. 
to the chair. The search for the place. 

The upholstered comfort. The pipe and the lighter. 
The wreath of smoke. The sigh of contentment. 

The bell at the door. The ring, or the book? The 
final excursion. The unexpected guests. The ice and 
the glasses. The loud talk and laughter. The guest in 


The return 


the chair. The pipe on the floor. The book on the shelf. 


—Edward Longstreth. 
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. go ahead and breathe now—only take it easy!” 
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WITH 
HUMIDIZER 






to $7.50 
at any Smoke Shop 





HAT’S the cry of pipe smokers 
when they see Locktite. It’s 
the world’s only Talon Fastened 
pouch. Opens and 

closes with a zip. Fits 
the pocket without roll- 
ing or folding and keeps 
tobacco fresh because 
the Humidizer keeps it 
moist. In a wide vari- 

ety of materials and 
colors. 



















HUMIDIZER =f 
Look for the Name Stamped on Each Pouch 








“Is this beef or is it mutton, waiter?” 
“Can’t you tell by the taste?” 


“No.” 
“Then what difference does it 
make?” —The Outspan. 


TEACHER (to new scholar): How 
does it happen that your name is Allen 
and your mother’s name is Brown? 

Lirrce Lap (after a moment's 
thought): Well, you see, it’s this way, 
she married again and I didn’t. 

—Montreal Star. 

















& 
GREEN GRASS 
GREENS 


Winter golf—famous Valley 
Brook Course on Sedgefield 
Estate. 50 miles of bridle trails. 
Overnight from New York. 


SEDCEFNELD INN 


SEDGEFIELD ... GREENSBORO. NORTH € AROLINA 





















LIFE’S FRESH AIR FUND 


Lire’s Fresh Air Funp has been in opera- 
tion for the past forty-three years. In that time 
it has expended over $547,000 and has pro- 
vided more than 53,000 country vacations for 
poor city children. 

Twenty-five dollars, approximately, pays for 
such a holiday for some poor child from the 
crowded, hot city. Won't you help? 

Contributions (which are acknowledged in 
Lire about four weeks after their receipt) 
should be made payable to Lire’s Fresno Air 
Funp, and sent to 60 East 42nd Street, New 
York City. 


Previously acknowledged $36,044.50 


“Hold Ups” at “Coniscot,” Santa 
Monica Canyon, Cal. 4.00 
A. M. Campbell, Glendale, O. 1 
Gordon, Alice, Constance, Francis 
and Graham 10.00 
Knox Maddox, San Francisco 25.00 
W. Osgood Morgan, New York 25.00 
In memory of a little dog, “Drug- 
gan 5.00 
In Memory of Mrs. Mary Hearn 
Greims 25.0 
Mrs. Charles Butler, New York 5.00 
$36,144.50 


Lire acknowledges with thanks receipt of 
a box of boys’ clothing trom Mrs. Jay Burns, 
Evanston, Ill. 


You admit you drove over 


JUDGE: 
this man with a loaded truck 


Driver: Yes, your honor. 

Jupce: And what have you to say 
in your defense? 

Driver: I didn’t know it was 
loaded. —Brown Bull. 








“Just so we can find a cop when 
we need one.” 


(31) 














NOTHING TELLS THE WHOLE TRUTH 
ABOUT TOBACCO LIKE A GOOD PIPE 





“There’s my 
pipe dream” 


OW many towering skyscrapers, 
how many bold achievements, 
were in the beginning just pipe dreams! 
Good, fragrant tobacco glowing in a 
pipe smooths the kinks out of a man’s 
brain ... lets him think straight and 
clear. Maybe that’s why so many of 
the world’s leaders go into conference 
with their pipes when they have tough 
problems to think through. 

If you’re not a pipe smoker, see 
what solid satisfaction there can be in 
a real smoke. Get a good pipe and 
load it with Edgeworth—enjoy the 
sturdy pleasure of this fine, blended 
old burley. 

You can buy Edgeworth wherever 
good tobacco is sold. Or just send the 
coupon, and the postman will bring 
you a generous sample packet, free. 


EDGEWORTH 
SMOKING TOBACCO 


Edgeworth is a combination of 
good tobaccos — selected care- 
fully and blended especially for 
pipe-smoking. Its quality and 
flavor never change. Buy Edge- 
worth anywhere in two forms 
— “‘Ready-Rubbed’’ and 
“Plug Slice.” All sizes — 15¢€ 
pocket package to pound humi- 
dor tin. — Larus & Bro. Co., 
Ric hmond, Va. 








LARUS & BRO. CO., 100 S. 22d Ss. 
Richmond, Va. 


I'll ery your Edgeworth. And I'll ery it 
in a good pipe. 


My name 


My street address ——. = 






And the town and state— 





Now let the Edgeworth come! L-42 
LA TRS et RRR 


LIFE’S CROSS WORD PICTURE PUZZLE NO. 63 


After you have solved the puzzle and got the correct title for the picture, 
the words of which are in the puzzle, give your explanation of it in not more 
than 15 words. 

Send in the completed puzzle with the title and your explanation. The 
cleverest explanations will be printed, and Lire will pay $5 for each one accepted, 

Send all puzzles to Puzzle Editor, Lirt, 60 East 42nd Street, New York. 
Contest for this issue closes Nov. 1. 
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IF YOUR smoking pleasure starts 
off at a high quotation but falls 
off several points before night 
— bear up — don’t bear down, 











Start using Squibb’s Dental 
Cream and see the difference. 
Squibb’s gives an extra margin 
of zest — an extra dividend of 
sparkle. 






































Because Squibb’s is over half 
Milk of Magnesia — the finest, 
safest antacid. Squibb’s pro- ACROSS DOWN 
tects. It neutralizes acids — Something to discuss. 
keeps your teeth and gums G2 ahha 

" >» De S J. 

sturdy and healthy. . Good listeners. 
. This will take you for a ride. 
Invest in Squibb’s. You'll like 5. Vessel for wine in church 
e . In the good old days these were 
it. At all drug stores. under every bed. 
7. African antelopes. 
Copyright 1930 by E. R. Squibb & Sons 8. A Spanish gentleman. 

. This leaves the beach flat. 

. Lindy’s favorite home. 

. This is short, but not always sweet. 

8. A pinch. 

24. A display of temper. 

. Utter confusion. . There is nothing to this. 

3. Ye Wayside Tavern. . A bad actor. 

. Time. 9. Canadian province (Abbr.) 

- Berates. ae 30. Comparative ending. 

4 —- of encasiness. 31. What you have to do to get a seat in the 

. ~ subway. 


. To point at. ; : - 
deme ot discipline. . What Dora will do for a diamond brace! 

. She comes out after school. . A misfit. 

. Married woman (Abbr.). 85. No good. 


Bw . Yes. 36. What Washington never told. 
> busser. : : . What the hero did to the heroine. 
8. An imaginary mailed animal. as Os eneieall wills Gime 
9. Meadow. . This co . 


. Utility. . Shut up. 


DENTAL CREAM| #3" °°" + 
. Color. . A mormyroid fish of the Nile. 


(32) Tue PenTON Press Co., CLEVELAND 








This is perfectly natural. 

. Cupid. 

. Standing. 

There is a lot of fun in this. 

In Boston, these get potted every Saturday 
. What is left over. 

Salt water pond. 

. Scandinavian legends. 

. Undress military coat. 

Music in the afr. 

. Something you take when going to a dance. 
. Look after. 

. Unbleached. 


_— —« 
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THE 


BLUSHING 


a 


SS 


RIDE...@@as 


Tested and approved 
Contest Board 
American Automobile Association 


WHEN your cooling-system 
freezes, you’ve got to face the 
music. There’s the trip to the ga- 
rage—at the end of a rope—and 
the bill for towing, just to start 
the bad news off. You can avoid 
such a predicament, and a lot of 
other grief, with a single filling of 
Eveready Prestone, the ONE-SHOT 
anti-freeze. 


Passes rigid, scientific tests 


A motor authority, the Contest 
Board of the American Automobile 
Association, reports: “Our tests 
show conclusively that Eveready 
Prestone gives complete protection 
against low temperatures, does not 
corrode, will not boil over when 
used in an automobile, is odorless, 
non-inflammable and will serve as 
an anti-freeze with unimpaired 
efficiency throughout the coldest 
winter season.” 

Constant research by the Union 
Carbide and Carbon Corporation 
laboratories has further increased 
the efficiency of Eveready Prestone. 
This year it is actually superior 
to the Eveready Prestone which 
more than a million motorists used 
to their complete satisfaction last 
year. So that you may easily iden- 
tify Eveready Prestone, it is now 
green in color. 

Go to your dealer or garage-man, 
before he gets swamped with work 
during the first cold snap. Have 
him prepare your car for winter, 
taking the simple precautions to 
make the cooling-system water-tight. 

Do it now. Eveready Prestone is 
always in tune with the temperature, 





Tune in the Eveready Hour, every Tues- 
day evening at nine (Eastern standard 
time) over the N. B.C. network, 


NATIONAL CARBON CO., INC, 
General Offices: New York, N. Y. 


Unit of let et and Carbon 
Union Carbide i= Corporation 


POINTS OF 
SUPERIORITY 


. Gives complete protection. 

. Does not boil off. 

. Positively will not damage 
cooling-system. 

. Will not heat up a motor. 

. Circulates freely at the lowest 
operating temperatures. 

. Will not affect paint, varnish 
or lacquer finishes. 

. Non-inflammable. 8. Odorless. 

. Economical—one filling lasts 
all winter. 





ONE will always sand cut / 


\ You don’t have to learn to like them 


HE brilliant, breathless “get-away” of a star back Smokers take to its 


pleasing flavor instinctively. 
brings the crowd to its feet by a common impulse. 


...And here’s why; Chesterfield takes the 
sure, undeviating course to the one goal that 
counts in a cigarette — fragrant mildness and a 


ripened richness, without a hint of harshness or 
No one ever has to “acquire” a taste for Chesterfield. irritation. In short 


MILDER ad BETTER TASTE 


Chesterfield 
“Thi Catiofy 


Equally natural and spontaneous is the response 
of smokers to Chesterfield’s satisfying goodness, its 
wholesome smoothness. 


© 1930, Liccert & Myers Tosacco Co. 





